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THE BEST OF GOOD READING

The ship wore slowly round; but still she
seemed approaching the threatening mass.
She plunged more violently than before amid
the raging sea, and in another moment I felt
certain, we must be among the upheaving
masses. Just then her head seemed to turn
from them; but a sea struck her on the quarter
and came rolling on board; a tremendous blow
was felt forward, another followed. Cries
arose from some of the men that all was lost,
and I expected to find the ship instantly dashed
to pieces.

Our good captain rushed on deck. He
cast one glance aloft and another at the ice.
"She's clear, my lads," he shouted. The ship
came round, and in another instant we were
on the eastern or lee side of the floe, and gliding
smoothly on in calm water through a broad
passage, leading amid the main body of the
polar ice.

Our ship made good progress, considering
the impediments in her way, towards the
fishing-grounds in the North, to which she was
bound. Sometimes we had a clear sea; at other
times we were sailing among patches of ice
and icebergs, or through lanes penetrating into
packs of many miles in extent, and from which
it seemed impossible we should ever again be
extricated. Our captain, or one of his mates,
was always at this time in the crow's-nest,
directing the course of the ship amid the dangers
which surrounded her.

I shall not soon forget the first day of May,
which I spent in the icy sea. It was as unlike
May-day at home, as any day could well be,
as far as the temperature went, though we were
sailing through a sea tolerably free from ice.

"All play to-day, and no work, my boy;
for we are going to have a visit from a king and
queen," said an old whaler, David M'Gee,
by name, as he gave me a slap on the shoulder,
which would have wanned up my blood not a
little, if anything could in that biting weather.

"He must be King Frost, then," I answered,
laughing; "for we have plenty of his subjects
around us, already,"

"No; I mean a regular built king," said old
M'Gee, winking at some of his chums standing
around, who had made many a voyage before,
"He boards every ship as comes into these parts,
to ask them for tribute; and then he makes them

free of the country, and welcome to come back
as often as they like."
"Thank him for nothing, for that same"
I answered, determined not to be quizzed by
them. "But don't suppose, David, I'm so
jolly green as to believe what you 're telling me-
no offence to you, though."
" You '11 sec, youngster, that what I say is true,
so look out for him," was old M'Gee's answer
as he turned on his heel.
I had observed, that, for a few days past, the
old hands were busy about some work, which
they kept concealed from the youngsters, or the
green hands, to which class I belonged. Every-
thing went on as usual till eight bells had been
struck at noon; when an immense garland,
formed of ribbons of all colors, bits of calico,
bunting, and artificial flowers, or what were
intended for them, was run up at the mizen-
peak. On the top of the garlands was the model
of a ship, full rigged, wMi sails set and colors
flying. Scarcely had it gone aloft, when I
was startled with a loud bellowing sound,
which seemed to come from a piece of ice
floating ahead of the ship.
"What's that?" I asked of old David,who
persevered in keeping close to me all the morn-
ing. "Is that a walrus, blowing?" I thought it
might be; for I could not make it out.
"A walrus! no; I should think not," he an-
swered, in an indignant tone. "My lad,
that's King Neptune's trumpeter, come to
give notice, that the old boy 's coming aboard
us directly. I Ve heard him scores of times;
so I Jm not likely to be wrong."
The answer I gave my shipmates was not very
polite. One never likes to be quizzed; and I,
of course, thought he was quizzing me.
"You'll see, lad," he answered, giving me no
gentle tap on the head, in return for my re-
mark. "I 'm not one to impose on a bright
green youth like you*"
Again the bellow was heard* "That ?s not
a bit like the sound of a trumpet," I remarked.
"Not like your shore-going trumpets, may
be," said old David, with a grin. "But, don't
you know, youngster, the water gets Jnto these
trumpets, and makes them sound different."
A third bellow was followed by a loud hail,
in a gruff voice, "What ship is that, ahoy??>
Old  David  ran  forward,  and  answered.